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To Walter Lrum	October 15, 1923
my dear walter,
I don't think I have thanked you for that beautiful
letter you wrote me near a week 3go—and now comes
another. I was very much touched by your first—ours
has certainly been a friendship which could ride some
storms and need have no fears for any future that can be
before it. So I wanted to say once for all that whatever
judgments—it's much too big a word for me to have the
right to use—I might form, I could still rejoice in what
I knew was your happiness and feel for your anxieties.
So glad you like the book. The thing for which I am
being put forward is the Professorship of Poetry at
Oxford, for which every M.A. on the books has a vote.
Of course only those on the spot are likely to take the
trouble to do so: and for this reason (and others) my
rival Garrod of Merton is almost sure to be elected,, tho*
outside Oxford he is probably even less known than I
am. Of course it's absurd enough that there should be
any question of my sitting in M. Arnold's seat, and I
should be horribly frightened at exposing my unlearning.
But it is very unlikely, as everyone at Oxford knows
Garrod, and few have heard of me. A friend of mine
canvassing Oriel Common Room was naturally met bjr
"Who is John Bailey?"
I am so glad you like Don Quixote, especially that you
should go from me to him. I don't think there is any
good translation. I have Jarvis, who misses C.'s beauty
and dignity somehow. I wonder whether you'll like the
Grand Style, which I think about my best performance
and the least unfit for a Professor of Poetry!
I hope you read and approved my leader in Times of
Saturday on roads and advertisements.
How pretty what you say about my writing: and (I am
sure) how needlessly modest about your own!

